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A MANTUA-MAKER’S APARTMENT. 


Eloisa had now so given herself up to the deluding ur- 
chin’s power, that she had no further wish than to sit and | 
reflect on him whose image absorbed her every thought. ‘ 
Her work was neglected, her room unswept, and to read " 
the books he lent her, her only pleasure, except her morn- : 
ing walks; and then he was her companion. ‘That 
he loved her, she was convinced ; his eyes had told her so 
for these last two months, whenever they had encountered 
hers, and yetit was strange he: had never intim«ied a wish | 


for knowing more of her than their meetings atlorded. 
‘Then did her situation arise to her mind: pride made her 
blush for her poverty, and she trembled at the idea, that fi 


should he discover she was but a maatua-maker, he would 
execrate her for her presumption; and then she should ne- 
ver, never’see him again. ‘The thought waster ible—she 


sould not bear it. 
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Whit makes you so melancholy, Miss Eloisa? said a 
neighbour, you used to be all life and spirit; my man 
would sit and hear you sing, and be so pleased, you can’t 
think. And now we don’t hear a song the whole during 
day.— Wky what ails you ? No, said her mother, and there 
has been a dozen dresses to be done in the house, and she 
does nothing but sit poring over them hateful books in- 
stead of working. I wonder where she gets them from] 
But I will give it to that S. for bringing them here. Go 
along to your work, you lazy jade; who do you think 1s go- 
ing to keep you sitting here half the day reading, and where 
1s the money to come from for me to go to market with, 
if you don’t work we cannot eat. Eloisa’s eyes filled with 
tears, she laid down the book, took up her work, and the 
sient tear trickled down her cheek. Ay, you may cry, it 
will do you good, continued her mother, your father was 
too full of fighting for the country, to mind his work, so 
you shall pay for his fault. Cease, mother, said Eloisa, 
my father has been so long dead, that his faults ought to 
be forgotten;—if credulity can be called a fault Hold 
your tongue hussy, or this knife shall fly at your head: 
did he not die and leave me poor? but the devil has got 
him for that. Hold, mother, said Eloiza, or I must leave 
the house. Go, vociferated the virago, and never let me 
see you again. Eloisa burst into a flood of tears :—Go, 
continued her mother; if it was not for you I might have 
been married a year ago to Mr. Spatterdock the taylor, but 
here you stay on purpose to hinder me from having a man 
to protect me from the tongues of the world. Why what 
does the world say of you. I do’nt know, but a woman 
that has no husband is always in danger of losing her good 
character. If we are conscious of doing nothing to merit 
their censure, said Mloisa, we may laugh at their asser- 
tions; though I do not think any person gives himself 
the trouble to talk of us. You don’t think! said her mo- 
ther, the entrance of a lady with two dresses to make, put 
an end to the scolding of the mother, and gave a respite to 
the feelings of the daughter. Eloisa loved her father’s me- 
mory, though she was very young when he dict; yet were 
meny of the maxims he had taught her impressed upen 
her memory in indelible character: 's, and she respected us 
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much as she loved him. Even the cause that-had thus 

condemned her to obscurity, served but to endear him to 

her, for it was the cause of an oppressed people struggling 

for that right which is Nature’s gift—freedom. That by 
confidence he lost, what by law he could have claimed, 

was a weakness, but amounted not to a crime; and all 

who knew him spoke of his virtues and his worth with res- 

pect. His wife alone, whom he had loved to enthusiasm, 

was the person who tortured the heart of his affectionate 

daughter, by her reflections on him for not having amass- 

ed wealth for her. Though had she have made a proper 

use of what was left, it would have been sufficient to have 

kept them in the same respectability that he had left them, 

and would have entitled loisa to a rank in society far su- 

perior to the one she then held. Though with independ- 

ence she was content, unless when her mother, whose pas- 

sion grew stronger as her mental powers declined, and who 

had long since found that a grown up daughter did not 
make her appear any younger, made her feel the severity 
of her fate, which she did daily; and by execration on the 

memory of her deceased husband, which alinost drove her 
daughter to distraction. Indeed it was her wish to see her 

fall from the heights of virtue to the depths of vice: and 
not unfsequently driven her from her house, careless of 
what became of her. But now she was independent of 
her, further than that propriety required that she should 
live with her. ‘Though she often revolved the idea of leav- 

ing her, in her mind, yet she could never summon up cour- 

age sufficient to put her scheme into practice: as even the 

name of mother seemed to her affectionate heart as a bond 
of unity between them. And when the agony, which her 
gusts of passion caused her, was over, she shrunk from the 

idea of encountering strangers, and thus continued to drag 
a life of misery; for except her books, drawing, and the 

piano jorte, she had no other amusement. The confine- 

ment of her work made her morning walks necessary for 

her health, or they would not have been permitted by her 
tyrant; but in these she persevered, though she scarcely 
ever came home that she had not a lecture—and what the 
neighbors said, with every exaggeration that jealousy and, 
malice cou'd devise, added to it. 
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l.Joisa was now accustomed to her temper, ahd knew 
her disposition so well, that she rarely paid any attention to 
what she said whenina passion ; as she. found that the 
laws of truth did not at all times govern her. And as the 
profits of her work enabled them to live in a genteel style, 
the mother condescended to give her more peace than she 
used todo. But since Eloisa’s acquaintance with Cler- 
mont, and love, the consequence of that acquaintance, had 
taken possession of her bosom, her work was neglected, 
and for hours she would git lost in reflection: Her pen too 
engaged too much of her time; then the drawing-desk was 
often found so carelegsly shut, that her mother saw she had 
been at it, though she could find nothing to confirm her 
suspicion ‘she saw something was wrong, for Eloisa was 
alternately gay and melancholy. Hitherto her bosem had... 
been like the calm unruffled rivulet, unless when her 
mother disturbed her, and even then the cloud soon van- 
ished, for it was like an April shower. But now her tem- 
per was peevish, her mind unsteady, and her work neglect- 
ed. This made her mother fear that she would lose her cus, 
tom, and she thought by scolding to arouse her trom ker 


toorpor, 


YOR THE TEA TRAY, 


MORDAX CARMEN 
ATQUE ATIIGUS. 
s Aus one ass lafls hts tongue cut at another, 
And shakes his empty noddle at his brother. 
4. . 


I had hoped that after Atticus had “ tired himself with 
sillyscomparisons,” should have escaped the mortifi sation 


of seeing the ‘Tea Tray a vehicle by which the low abuse 


of eygry wren inesgate critic, as he would style himself, 
should be borne to the public.. Twas in hopes that the 
cooluess.of the weather had laid them asleep, among their 
kindred flies, for the winter at least: one of these despica- 
ble gentry, however, (who, all zealous without judgment, 
and “violent without force, Ye ither by the ray of a watch- 
man’s link, as he slept upon a market stall, or the more 
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feeble ray of a rush-light, cheeriitt for a _m-ment his 
wretched garret, as it passed through its numero:s chinks, 
has been roused untimely from his roosts, and hee»me 


‘¢ Awake to buzz, but not alive to sting.” 


Wilkes has scribbied for British liberty in squibs and pae 


ragraphs! Junius has cut up ministers and statesmen, for 
British liberty ! Crosby has got into durance vile, for Bri- 
tish liberty! and .uckhorse has chalked No.’'45. of the 
North Britain, on bulks’ and shutters, for British liberty ! 
and lo! reader, Mordax Carmen, « worthy phoenix from 
the ashes of Atticus, scribbles forthe gratifieation of 
an envenomed mind—envenomed, probably, in cunse- 
quence of the refusal of some of his sublime poems, sub- 
lime as the effusions of the celebrated Joseph Brown, upper 
servant to Baron Leg ;—take a specimen. i? oN 


To little boys of tender ages, 

J acdicate these easy pages. 

Unus’d to th’ eloguence of schoo's, 

Much less to- nicer grammer rules 

In childhecd f Uegan to spell; ius 

‘fo learn to wride was pleased well! Py 
‘ft I perus’d the bibie o’er ; 

thé more I read, I liked-the more 


And Josep'y’s story pleas’d me se, cert 
[ often buck to It would go. eee l « ofl 
‘iy inclination me did press, aoe 
To put this stery into verse. i, | 
Some writing t was taught betimes, ois if 
But ne’er was vers’d you'll see in rhymes, >") — ui 


It is very perceptible that Carmen has been little used" 


to the cer grammar rules, and indeed, so obfioxious aré 
his sentences to criticism, that I do not intend to prosti- 
tutc my time in the attempt. I should never have taken 
noice of this would-be critic, but thut he declares the wri- 
ters in the Rega/e, winced confoundedly under theJash o: 
his predecessor Atticus. For the others I cannot answer, 
but for myself, [can assure both Atticus aad Carmen, tha 
their unqualified censure is my greatest eulogy, For what 
should Valerian expect from Carmen, when 


* Not even youth and beauty can control 
The universal rancor of bis soul; 
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Charms that might soften superstition’s rage, 
Might humble pride, or thaw the ice of age- 

It was the equity of righteous Heaven, 

That such a soul to Carmen’s form was given ; 
And shows the uniformity of fate, 

That one so odious should be born to hate ! 

When God created him one would believe 

He said the same as to the snake of Eve; 

To human race antipathy declare, 

*Twixt them and thee de everlasting war, 

But oh! the sequel of the sentence dread, i 
And whilst you druise their Acel, beware their head. 
When fretful forcufiine with rancorous will, 

From mounted back shoots forth a harmless quill ; 
Cool the spectators stand; and all the while, 
Upon the angry little monster smile. 
Thus "tis with thee ;—while impotently safe, 

You strike unwounding, we unhurt can laugh. 


Tam sorry that I have occupied so much time and pa- 
per with this callow school-boy; who, perhaps, may do 
better when his wings grow. These great people, Ma- 
dam, can never suffer you to exercise your judgment, 
when their productions are the subject. It would be cu- 
rious to see how these railers would proceed, were they 
intrusted with the conduct of your paper.—Had you not 
better resign it to Carmen ?—But away with those waspish, 
discontented asses ;—it is idle to argue with them, for they 
may ‘have provocations with which I am unacquainted. 
Perhaps an essay, “‘ a most excellent piece !”’ has been re- 
fused by your “ Court of criticism.’”? VENGEANCE 1s 
then the word, and authors, (perhaps more successful,) 
Editors, Compositors, Folders, Carriers, and even Prin- 
ters’ devils, are all involved in the universal wreck, occa- 
sioned by the tempest raised by this snarler, whose 


** Great revenge has stomach for them all.” 


VALERIAN. 


—— 





THE “« ADDRESS TO SOMEBODY.” 


“| hate ingratitude worse in a man 


Than any taint of vice, whose fou! corruption, 
Inhabits our frail blood.” 


SHAKSPEARF. 


In rea@ang the piece addressed to ‘‘ Somebody” in the 
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last number of the Regale, although rather doubtful as to 
the author, I could not a mument hesitate, in discovering 
the person for whom it was intended; and I must openly 
declare, that whatever may have been the cause, or what- 
ever may have been the design, which instigated the per- 
formance—it could neither have been justified by reason, 
nor excused by propriety; and as for delicacy of sentiment 
Or expression, it was not even consulted upon the oc. 
casion. 

I am not led to these remarks from any overweening par- 
tiality to “‘ Somebody,” neither am | induced to them from 
the slightest inveteracy, or ill will towards Gnomon, but 
the first principle instilled into my mind, was an abhor. 
rence of deceit; and I am proud to avow as my first im. 
pulse, the defence of the oppressed. 

In the present case however, I am rather critically situ. 
ated. I can neither assert nor deny any thing but by iden- 
tifying “ Somebody,” and thus injuring, without in any- 
wise promoting, the object I have espoused.— Thank God! 
I do not yet sufficiently resemble either Judas or Gnomon 
to betray with a kiss. I never hugged the rose-bud ta 
the genial warmth of my bosom, till its leaves expanded, 
and it bloomed in all its glory, in order that I might ins 
dulge in the demoniac satisfaction of mingling with its fra- 
grance, the pestiferous breath of scandal, and triumphing 
in the destruction of the beauties I had nourished. I ne- 
ver flattered a person into silly self conceit, or imaginary 
consequence, for the contemptible pleasure of finding fault 
with his vanity or affectation :—in a word, I never placed 
a plaister on one cheek, for the gratification of rubbing the 
skin off of the other. And has Gnomon in effect done 
this? I most unequivocally ansaver yes. And upon 
whom has he exercised his capricious malignity? upon 
whose head is the phial of his wrath to be emptied ?—1} 
forbear a reply:—even Gnomon had tenderness sufficient 
to concez! the name of his victim, and shall J prove less 
tender than Gnomon! ’Tis true, his deficiency in that 
respect, was amply supplied by the force of inuendo, and 
the strength of allusion; but still,—the name was concee!- 
ed! Oh what a nominal virtue have we here! Gracious 
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Meaven, we thank thee, that in giving power to this Giant, 
thou didst temper it with such angelic merey. 

I would not be understood in the course of those strict- 
ures to mean the smallest offence towards Gnomoi,—far 
trom it—considering the respect he has shewn for the fee/- 
ings of others—hetis assuredly entitled to the most profound 
respect himself; but although I fully appreciate the value 
and importance of this august personage, and perhaps 
might tremble-at the idea of incurring his unsparing re- 
sentment; still I must be pardoned in acknowledging — 
a more powerful influence in the claims of “* Somebo'ly,”’ 
an influence which owes its origin, as well as continuance, 
to Virtuous Friendship. 

ED. 





THE GENTLEMAN’S LOOKING GLASS. 
No. 3. 


(Continued.) 


Behold me now a member of Mrs. Melmoth’s family, 
where, but for the painful recollection of the irreparable 
loss I had sustained, I should have been pertectly happy. 
ir. Melmoth was polite and agreeabie, his lady sensible 
and good natured, attentive and affectionate in her deport- 
ment towards me, and my little charge, a beautiful girl of 
eight years old, docile and amiable. 

‘Three peacetul years elapsed, during which I received 
several clizible offers of marriage, but as my heart was un- 
interested, I uniformly declined every proposal. One 
morning Mr. Meimoth told us he expected a gentleman to 
dine with him, and turning to me jestingly, added, ‘ Pray 
put on your most captivating looks Miss Stanwood, you 
will fiud my young friend a conquest worth vour care.” I 
smiled, but thought no more of it, until on entering the 
dining-room I beheld a young gentleman, whom Mr Mei- 
moth introduced 4s Mr. Clifton. Never did I behold so 
perfect a model of manly elegance. His form combined 
the majesty of Mars with the symmetry and grace of an 
Apollo. His dark and glossy hair rested lightly on his 
polished forehead, his eyes were'dark, eloquent, and penc- 
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trating, his complexion clear brown, his teethy brilliantly 
white, and his smile inexpressibly fascinating. When he 
spoke, his accents of music thrilled to my heart. His con. 
versation displayed extensive information, correct judg- 
ment, brilliant wit, and refined taste. I thought him sv- 
perior to any man I hadever seen; the hours flew uriheed- 
edsand I was astonished when he remarked that it was 
late, and arose to take leave. 

sah need not tire you by detailing the progress of my af- 


feetion ;- suffice it to say, that'ina few months, during” 


which he was a constant visitor, I found that the elegant 
Atbert Clifton reigned sole monarch of my heart. He 
had.not indeed, declared himse!f explicitly, but his Iooks, 
and a series of attentions ‘‘ not so pointed as to alarm, nor 
yet so vague as to be misunderstood,” made me believe 
that Iwas peloved in return. We easily credit what 
we wish to be true. Without deceit myself, [suspected 
none in him, and resigned myself to the delightful con- 
seiousness of being beloved by the object of my affections. 
A thousand bright visions of future bliss floated before my 
mental sight. Alas! how fleeting are the moments of hap- 
piness. | 

“ The laughter of mirth’s but the knell of a sigh, 
And joy’s dimpietbe grave of a tear.” 


‘It was a-fine afterneon in spring; Mr. and Mrs. Mel- 
moth had gone out to spend the day. A violent head-ach 
prevented me fram joining the party: Miss Melmoth ac- 
companied them, and ! was left alone. The pain ceasing 
in the latter part-of the afternoon, I took up a book and en- 
deavoured to read ; but Albert occupied my thoughts, and 
although I looked on the page, and mechanically repeated 
the words I saw, I understood not their import. I closed 
the book and fell into a reverie, from which I was aroused 
by the opening of a door, and raising my head, I beheld Al- 
bert himself. He drew a chair beside mine and we enter- 
cd-into conversation. Our discourse gradually became 
more interesting; the languor attendant on indisposition had 
given a more than usual softness to my manner, he imagu; 
ed this a favourable moment to urge his suit; he made < 
passionate avowal of love, declared that he could live n- 
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longer without me, and entreated me to become his forev- 
er. Unconscious of his real meaning, I listened in blush- 
ing delight, when emboldened by my passiveness, the vil- 
lain dared to clasp me in his arms; and whisper a proposal, 
the remembrance of which even now thrills me with indig- 
nant horror. I could scarcely believe my senses ; for a mo- 
ment I sat motionless and silent, but recollection returning, 
I sprung from my chair. ‘ Monster,” I exclaimed, “ I 
detest you. Quit my presence forever.’? I rushed out 
of the room, and flew to my chamber, where the moment 
I entered, | fell senseless on the floor. 

I must have remained in this situation for a considera- 
ble time, for when I revived, the surrounding objects were 
but indistinctly beheld through the gloom of twilight. I 
raised myself on my knees, and gazed vacantly around, 
having but a confused recollection of the past. While en- 
deavouring to remember how I came there, the whole oc- 
currence rushed at once upon my mind. I started up, 
threw myself upon the bed, and a hysterical burst of tears 
somewhat relieved me. I lay weeping until a servant came 
to inform me that tea was ready; I declined taking any, 
and remained aione until Mrs. Melmoth returned. Hear- 
ing that J was ill, she hastened to my apartment, I had fast- 
ened the door, she tapped at it, and receiving no answer, 
concluded that I was asleep, and retired in silence. You 
may imagine that sleep visited not my pillow. The an- 
guish I endured was indescribable. Seeing Albert pos- 
sessed of every mental and personal charm, my fancy had 
gifted him with all the nobler virtues of the heart. But 
the brilliant vision I had so long loved to contemplate, was 
dissolved. Albert wasa villain. ‘‘ Oh! Heaven!” lex- 
claimed, wringing my hands in agony, ** is this the being 
I thought periection?—Is this the faultless idol of my 
soul ?—Cruel Albert! For you I would have sacrificed 
my life. My heart beat only for you, yet that heart have 
you deliberately stabbed. Oh! that I could die this mo- 
ment. Albert is base, and what has Emily to do with 
life? Such were my phrenzied exclamatiens during the 
first paroxysms of grief. Sanguine Immy temper, ardent 
in my attachments, I believed tha: life would now be a 
eheerless bjgnk, that sorrow would cloud all my future 
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hours. But the human mind cannot long sisi.:s Sho ce 
tremes of joy or pricf. In either case 
The delivium must have stay, 
Or springs of human frame give wy 
Despair will at length be succeeded by resi: cuar, o d re. 
signation by tranquility. 
I continued pacing upand down my apar’ae nt cave the 





day began to dawn, when, exhausted by thie viet --e on BT 

emotions, I flung myself on my couch withers wets nce, 

and sunk into an uneasy slumber. Lavo! Re Ata o Arse. 

freshed, and was now able to reflect calmiis 0°. f4 « our- | 

rences on the past day. Reason, delice: y. 20 9 6. cts, 

pointed out the path [wasto pursue. [1 esos cho cist 

he had offered me ought never to be fireiicn, 70 ix- 

solved if possible, to forget that the marie eo % oot Clik. 

ton had ever been deartome. My pride, oft) 0° 0 iad 

a considerable share, aided my deiernin .. 2°) sp 

peared at breakfast asusual. [tis true, mice * tice 

pale, and my eyes heavy, but my langes: 5 3. | Gen 

were attributed te illness, and I went throfehstec ear. 

ary employments of the morning, with « BS at 

ness I had a fewhours before betieved it i100... £.; mie } 

ever to attain. t} 
In the afternoon I received a }etter fiom “Pe lle, f 

Without opening it, TE enclosed and retone tos tt the 3 


envelope 1 wrote the following lines : 

“You can have nothing to say to me oot: DeiG 5) 
bly wish to hear. ‘Fhat Lonce loved yur, ob) 0 ® Sods 
to acknowledge, for my affection was tevin’ m+ Lm. 
You have proved yourself unworthy a ve} 0 6 Lon’s 
love, and you are no longer possessed of :.>-  O4 
to offer me your hand, I should refuse itws e's 
Albert Clifton, apparently virtuous and 2") ~ oo “he 
beloved of my heart. Albert Clifton, ts -as ” 
lain, the seducer of unprotected innoce: «+. | : 
the scorn and detestation of BML ¥: ss 


I now scriously endeavoured to effec 5 | 
recollection of the unworthy Albert. (i) 0 0: 0 6 tts 


y 


dificult a task as Thad imagined. 1 ’ 
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duct had been prompted by the knowledge of my. poverty 
and partial dependance. Had the portionless crphan been 
the wealthy heiress, Albert wou'd have acted? differently. 
He had now forieited my esteem, and I could not love the 
man [ had ceased to respect. { confess that the wound 
my peace had received for a long time continued to bleed, 
and many, many mouths elapsed ere it was entirely healed. 
Albert for some time assailed me with letters, which I con- 
stantly returned unopened, at length he ceased writing, 
and I was afterwards intormed that he had quitted Ame- 
rica. 

By keeping my mind constantly employed, and never 
sufiering my thoughts to recur to the past, the ‘* consum- 
mation d voutly to be wished” was at last effected. Heaith 
again bloomed on my check, and again was my bosom the 
abode of peace. 

I continued to reside with Mrs. Melmoth, and assist in 
the education of her daughter, who grew up a lovely and 
amiable weman. She married a worthy man and is now 
fulfilling in the most exemplary meaner, the duues of a 
wife and mother. 

Time glided away unmarked by any accident worth re- 

cording, until about two years ago) at which time Mrs. 
Melmoth died of a malignant fever; his wife caught the 
mfection, and in a few days folluwed her husband to the 
oTave. 

She bequeathed me a sum sufficient to insure me.a tole- 
rable independence. Her daughter pressed me to reside 
with her: | accepted the invitation for atime, but becom- 
ing acquainted with the society of which Lam now a men- 
ber, I became a resident at Union Cottage. 

You have now Madam, a narrative of the principal e- 
vents of a life, not indeed very interesting, bat which J 
trust has not been uselessly employed. A secste maiden 

of chirty- eight, I can now calmiy behold, pictured in me- 
mory’s magic mirror,, events that racked my soul when an 
ent husiastic girl of twenty. I can look forward without 
terror, and back without remorse. A firm believer m the 
consoling truths of religion, I wait with caimness the sum- 
ons that shall cail my soul to appear before its Creator, 


‘le the tomb encloses the mortal part of 
RNMILY STANWOOD, 
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THE PICTURE. 


I saw the Sun resplendent rise, 

And dart his beams athwart the skies : 
Vhe blushing hills, and vallies green, 
In smiling beauty grac’d the scene : 
Bui soon the sky was overcast, 

The tempest gathered thick and fast 
Tie vivid lightaing’s lurid giore, 

in al! directions pierc’d the air— 

The fierce tornado swept the ground, 
And peals of thunder echoed round. 

I view'a the scene—then wept to see, 
A piciusc thai resembied me. 

My dewn ot youth was mild and gay, 
Bu: storms obscure the evening ray, 
Yer bright religion frorn above, 

Points to a bless’d Redeemer’s love, 
Aid bicis me on that love rely, 

And worldly storms, and cares defy. 





JULIUS 
ON VIRTUE. 

ADDRESSED T@ MORTIMER. . 
4 
“ This i- «©. steep ascent, the rugged path, f 
Tht Virtue points to.” 

Virtue delights to heal the wounded heart, ' 
And luli the ruffled spirits into rest ; ig 
But Vice. unfeeling, barbs Affliction’s dart’ ; iF 


And sinks it deeper in the victim’s breast. 


Virtue affords an antidote to wo, 

When the dark grave the much lov’d friend inurns ; 
Vice arms with doubie grief, ‘he fatal blow, 

How like “ the worm tuat gnaws, the fire that burns !” 


Virtue enlightens, and expands the mind, 
And sweetens and secures domestic joys ; 

Bu Vice i» darkness keepsthe soul confin’d, 
And ali the pure delight of love destroys. 


Virtue ! hand-m.icd to Peace, with pensive mein, 
Ts doom’d to mourn for blood of millions spilt ; 

While Vice, the source of war, with horrid grin, 
Strides grimly o’er the crimsoned plains of guilt 


% 
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Virtue with placid smiles and beaming eyes, 
Consntes the christian till his latest bre: t5; 

Vice, hell!-born monster of gigantic 81Z%, 

{3 :4!- oer the frantic sinner’s bed of death. 

hes, Mics tmer, ‘hough Nuture’s hand to thee has given, 


Alithe tic. blessings that she can bestow ; 
‘Tis virtoc Totnts the rugged way to Heaven, 


Aus tevwes the path of vier, far, far below. 


\Vi-«w Sortue. for she leads to oliss above, 
Yul cose to Vice, alone his muagy pach ; 
Sheu » Heaven in God's upproving love, 
Li, 


= Fletl, 3 in his consuming wrath. 
ANNA MARIA W-peeuey 


LINES, 
‘ko Mi.s Anna P——- of New.Hampshire, 
Accompanying some Manuscript Poems. 


Accemt. fir maid, this © simple wreath 
By posice hands ent win’ | 
sffusies.s of a pensive beart. 
A young whluvored mins. 
No foreizn *owers of rare perfume, 
Oi rics and varied hue; 
A chapte: wild of native buds, 
T now present to Fou, 


But when perusing Camphbeil’s page, 
Or Scuct’s bewitching line ; 


Ol! lovely Anna, dg not ‘Aen, 
Casi your bright clance on mise 


The humbie fire-fiv shes at niy bt, 
A briccht and pleesing ray ; 

But flice unheeded and unseen, 
Amid the bi ze of day. 


ROSA. 


{ Since the decease of Seppho, many of her minuscripts have Fallen 
into my hands, wisien from time to (me will apnear in the Regale-the 
following is another extract from her poem on | 


"4 
SUMMER, 


sure in her train, 
orond imstre over the verdant plein ; 
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The fruitful harves: pours a generous store, 
The hum of commerce vibrates on the shor@, 
In every View, in every varying sound, 

The kind protection of a God is found 
Who in his mercy bids the culur’d field 

A great abundance to his creatures yield. 


Here as T sit beneath a sheltering tree, 

My little Mary slumbering on my knee, 
Close on my right waves high a ficid of grain; 
Here on my left flows the Atlantic Main, 
Direct before me is the church-yard seen, 
When, ere again fair Nature’s drest in creen, 
Perhaps will Sappho in the earth repose 

And find a sweet “ oblivion ofher woes.”’— 


Then dearest Mary who will watch o’er thee, 
Who shield thy early years from misery— 
Who dearest sister wili direct thy youth 

And guide thy footsteps in the paths of truth, 
No watchful parents will o’erlonk thy road, 
Thy parents rest within the arms of God— 
Who teach thee to admire the changeful year, 
And know a mighty father ever near? | 


To his Almighty providential love 

I leave my Mary ! O great power above, 
Preserve hcr mid each varying scene below, 
From all the “ sad variety of wo ;” 

Impress Religion on her youthful mind, 

Teach her in virtue every bliss to find-= 

And take me hence, soon as thyself shall please, 


From scenes where Sappho knows nor joy nor ease. 
SAPPHO. 


- 


Soliloquy of the assistant Editor, in the absence of his coadjutor. 


O week of labor! Here is whole sixteen pages to fill, but from what 


resource? Hesven kuews not from my poor brain. © no, that is 
poz. What isto be done? The Subscribers expect their Paper, and 


blanks will not do; so here goes to beg, for work I wont, then tose- 
lect, that will never do. for then I must read: what! pore over fifty 
old Magazines, und damp the brilliancy of my genius by musing 
ovet their musty contents, forbid it Memus and all the laughter-lov- 


ing gods. No, no, beg, borrow, or steal, any resource but work. 
Siena 


A coffer without < locx shows that it contains no treasufe; as & 
mouth always open, denotes an empty brain. 


+ The author’s sister. 
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MARRIED. 


On the 2d inst. by the Rev. Mr. Ely, Mr. Andrew M‘Dowell, Mer- 
chant, to Miss Pamela A. Cleary, daughter of John. R. Cleary, Esg. 
both of Chaileston, South Carolina. 


DIED, 


On the 20th inst. in the 52d yearof his age, Capt. ee Allen, of 
the Sassatrass Packet, whose remains were followed to the grave by a 
numerous acquaintance, deeply lamenting the loss of this honest, in- 
dustrious, benevolent man; who so faithfully discharged his duties, 
as a neighbour, friend, brother, parent husband anc son, 

His virtues walk’d their narrow round, 
Nor made a pause, nor left avoid ; 
And since the eternal master found, 
His single talent well employed 

Suddenly at New-York, on Wednesday morning, in the 73d year of 
his age, the Right Reverend Samuel Provost, D. D. Bishop of the 
Protestant Episcopal Church in the state of New York. 


TO READERS AND CORRESPONDENTS. 

The Editress fsels herself obliged to apologise to her readers for 
(:e present unharmonious correspondence, that fills the pages of the 
Kegale; but Atucus has roused the demon of criticism, which satiety 
only can lullte vest. Soon may he slumber, and harmony reiga trium- 
poed'. 

Valerian, Edgar and Eliza and the Garland, next week. 

If Valmont has favored us with a communication since the last that 
appeared, it is Jost; we willthank him for another. Several tales are on 
hand which shall appear in the order they have bcen received. 

Subscribers are respectfully informed, that the monthly collection, 
will be made next Saturday, when those whoso frequently promised 
to call at the office, will oblige the Editress, dy settleing with the car- 
riers. 


oe — 


PROPOSALS FOR PUBLISHING 
BY SUBSCRIPTION, 
AN ORIGINAL COMEDY IN FIVE ACTS, CALLED 
THE FAIR AMERICANS, 


BY MRS. CARR. 


Price 31 & 1-4 cents, payable ondelivery. ‘To be put to press when 
hree hundred copies are subscribed for. Subscriptisns received at 
NO. 5. Hartune’s Ally, and at the principal Book Stores and Libraries 


See 














T1 


ritilbAvewPRmbA:—Pristed and publisned by MRS. CARR; 
NO. 3 itarturs s Ahev, ruaning fram Second to i hird, between 


» ** 
Viavhet and Arc wreets, 


cae or Ae ao moet 














